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l!l.lBVES COI.D
IN THE CHEST

You can't afford to
~with a cold in the chest,

Mother's Joy Salve is harmiess
sid soothing, and canbe applied to
the tenderest baby eEm without
ireftating effects. Thousands of
ueers testify that Htneverfallsto
relieve congestion and croup.

s fe
emargencies

Second- Hand
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upmobile, 1914 model

ord touring car, 1916

Dﬂ OF HAPPIER TIHF.S

W’wnde Soldiers Almost Invariab:iv

TFhinking of What They _
rﬂlll Do After the War.

of the;thmga they would like to do
when ‘they recover and return to
their places in civilian life.
“Afgerward” is the password to
dreamfland—it visions impossible
bits of brightness, it lets the mad-
dt_aat, ymost fantagtic fancies live, it
gilds the commonplace with glory.
The dreams have queer neighbors.
By the side of those who dreffm of
crossing new seas and new countries
are those who desire omly to hide
themiselves away on a familiar hill-
side or seashore, or to lose themszelves
again in the city of millions. Some
want to fly, to farm, to grow roses,
to start newspapers, to missionary
the Chinese, to chase whales, collect
butterflies, to roam, to sleep, to-do
great things, to do miothing—water-
ing a back yard at twilight would
be the dream come true of many.
Odd and beautiful, ordinary and
extraordinary, pathetic and humor-
ous are the dreams of today. Many
are too precious to be voiced, others

at them while they hug them,
precious to the owner—a bright will-

o’-the-wisp that shines beyond the
dark today.

SENSITIVE

e ! both cars in cood
ion.

Tires $|-... .0
A5 Tives. . .$15.75

Haskett"

LURRA‘HM HU'!'E:L
Norfolk:, Virginia
Thoroly Renovated Since February

Now Operated By

. Dodson’ Hnotei Corn.
,_#—

USE WHITE'S - .
BLACK LINIMENT

That Reliable Pain Killer

Ir. use over 30 Years

Sold by all good druggists
and dealers

F. E. WHITE MEDICINE
COMPANY

NORFOLK, VA,
N1&-Tt.
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We  Still? Have
1 A Few M(E}t‘e :
% Fruit Cakes

Dates and Figs

T I
f . 5
Morrisette?
Morgeet
Raper
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DR. THOS. S. McMULLAN |

formerly of Hertfurd, formerly ex-
aminer of the N. C. State Medical

Eminat:on Boird; lately in
cha_rge of U. 5. Military Hospital

pMobile, Ala.; announces the

e g of offices in Elizabeth City.

openin

OFFICE, 326 Hinton Bldg.

’ R.!ldﬂ“"r 109 E. Fearing Street

> B
jter in the N. '( Tribune ex-
W ow Germany cay pay o log
ity of one hundred billig
the jnstallment plan, wi
o il mean an annuil

bﬂl‘ow.dollars for thig
gif years. We trust 1H
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“How do you know §”

dies he has to go to a ball game to
get his mind off his sorrow.”

! BREAKING IN' A HAMMOCK.
|

Carl J. Coe, well known in ama-
teur theatricsl-circles it Indianapo-
lis, and formerly office manager for
the headqu‘xrters of the Acsocmted
| Advertising Glubs of the World,

this ecity, recently learngd *hat a
man can tumble out of a hammock
ten feet high and wake up on a hard
floor no worse for the experience
than the loss of sleep during the

hammock.

Goe is at Camp Farragut Great
Lakes, Ill.,
ice, and has written an Indianapolis
friend about his experience in'!
“breaking: in” a hammock. The

but he reached the floor with a re-
| sounding thud, nevertheless. —-Indl-
anapohs News.

I
! AN OBSOLETE CALLING.

“Madam, you see before you a
man who has been harshly dealt
with,” said the tattered visitor.

, “Fate has been unkind to you?”
. “It has, madam. I spent fifteen
years of my life learning to be an
expert bartender. Now I’ve got to
find a new trade and start at the

bottom.”—Birmingham Age-Herald.

DOESN'T SEEM TO LEARN.

anything to.”

IIHuh PJ.?

“You’d think by this time he’d
be convinced that the crown prince
will never make a general.”—Louis-
ville Courier-Journal.

ﬂrv,n\ss_zﬂ'rwe USELESSNESS.

|  “People who do the least work

| usually want to attract the most .4-
tention.” .

. - “True. The man who rocks the

[ boat is always one who is too lazy to

' | help row it.”

AND THEY SHALL NOT.

The French said
#They shall not pass.”’

at Verdun:

| \ The Americans are saying on the

arne: “They shall not stay.”—
ew York Mail. y

OTICE OF ADMINlSTaATION

\aving qualified as administrator of
the jate Quinton Forbes I hereby give
notide to-—ail persons indebted to his
estatle to come forward and make im-
5 hte settlement, wnd those holding

: againsf the saame to present
or payment within twelve months
1e date of this notice, or it will
bded in bar of their recovery.

M. B. SIMPSON_
Adm nistq‘.tor.
2nd, 1919- Lo X

"Wowhded soldiers invariably dream | ™

The Wmmng of

1

Author of *Over the Top,”
“First Call,” Etc.

o-0-0

Mr. Empey’s Experi-
encesDuring HisSeven-
teen Monthsin theFirst
Line_Trenches of the
British Army in France ||
= — —|
(Oopyright, 1817, Igm“ Newspaper

Our gun’s crew, #s wgs ligwont, vas
gitting on the straw in the corner of

i our billet, far from the rest of the sec-

tion. The previous night we had been
relieved from the fire trench, and were
“resting’-in rest billets. Our “day’s
rest” had been occupied in digging a
bombing trench, this trench to be used
for the purpose of breaking in would—

| be bombers. -

‘Hungry Foxcroft was slicing away
at a huge loaf of bread, while on his

| knee he was balancing a piece of “is-

. : sue” cheese. His jack-knife was pretty
so airy that even the dreamers smile ! 3
|-

but now and then he would pause in his
cach dream  is qop]ethlng dear and |cutting operation to take a large bite

dull ang the bread was hard, so every

| from the cheese.

|

Curly Wallace whispered to me:
“Three bob to a tanner, Yank, that he

'eats the cheese before he finishes slic-

LA -

ing that ‘rooty.
I whispered back: =

“Nothing doing, Curly, you are

 Scotch, and did you ever see a Scots-
man bet on anything unless it was a
. sure winner?”

He answered in an undertone: .
“Well, let’'s make it a pack of fags.

: How about it, Yank?”

I acquiesced. (Curly won the fags.)
Sailor Bill was sitting next to Curly,
and had our mascot, Jim—a sorry-look-
ing mut—Dbetween his knees, and was

'pxcking hard pieces of mud from its

paws.

“That office boy of mina ‘is ter-
ribly sensitive.”

|
|

“Every time one of his relatives

time it takes to gct back up in the !

Jim was wagging his stump of

Jim Was Wagging His Stump of a Tail
and Watching Intentiy.

a tail and was intently waitching Hun- | I believe that officer slept with that '
Fyvery | cane.

gry’s operation on the hread.
time Hungry reached for the checse
Jim would follow the movement with
his eyes, and his tail would wag faster.
Hungry, noting this look, bit off a
small piece of the cheese and flipped
It in Jim’s direction. Jim deftly eaught
it in his mouth and then the fun be-
gan. Our mascot hated cheese. It was
fun to see him spit it out and sneeze.

Tkey Honney reached over, took the

‘candle, and started searching in his

training for naval serv-

| of light.

“limmediately

| pack, amidst a chorus of growls from
as at his rudeness in thus depriving us
I was watching him closely
and suspected what was coming. Sure
enough, out came that harmonica “and

hammocks do not exactly buck and |I knew it was up to me to start the
kick like a wild and woolly broneho, |

ball of conversation rolling before he 1

| began playing, because, after he had
once started, nothing short of a Ger-
| man “five-nine” shellburst would stop
him. S0 T slyvly kicked Sallor Bill, whe
got wise, and then I

' | oroke the ice withs

| > “Sailor, T heard you say this after-

mhoon, while we were building that
traverse, that it was your opinion that
darn few medsals were really won; that
it was more or less an accident. Now,
just because your D. C. M. came up
with the rations, and, as you say; it
was wished on you, there is no reason
in my mind to class every winner of
8 medal as being *accidentally lucky.'”

This medal business was a sore point
with Sailor Bill, and he came ‘ight

| back at me with:

“The kaiser is a hard man to teach

“Well, if any of you lubbers can tell
me where a D. C. M. truly came aboard
in a shipshape manner—that is, up

| the after gangplank—then I will strike

my colors and lay up on a lee shore for
drydock.”

Ikey Honney had just taken a long,
indrawn breath, and his cheeks were
puffed out like a balloon, preparatory
to blowing it into the harmonien, which
he had at his lips, but paused, and, re-
moving the musieal instrument of tor:
ture, he exploded:

“Blime me, I know of a bloke who
won a D. C. M., and it wasn't accl-
dental or lucky, either. I was right
out in front with him. Blime me, I
sure had the wind up, but with French
it was ‘business as usual’
ecarried on.”

We all chirped in, “Come on, Ikey,

' let's have the story.”

“Y will if you’ll just let me p‘lay this
one tune first,” answered Ikey.

He started in and was accompanied
by a dismal, moaning howl from Jim.
Ikey had been playing about a minute,
when the orderly sergeant poked his
head in the door of the billet, saying:

“The captain says to gtop that infer-
nal noise.”

Highly insuited, Tkey stopped, with:

“Some people 'ave no idea of mu-
sic.” '

We agreed with him.

Somewhat mollified, he started::

- Corporal French is the same bloke
who just returned from Blighty and
joined the Third sgection yesterday.”

(Author'- Noto—-l‘h. incldent hers re-

mch m the D.mﬁnm‘th

He just

"We were holdlng-'-a part of the T.inu
up Fromelles way, and were sbout
two hundred yards from the Germans.
This sure was a ‘hot’ section of the
line. We were against the Prussians,
and it was a case, at night, of keeping
your ears and eyes open. No Man’s
land was full of their patrols and ours,
and many fights took plnce between
them.

“One night we wounld send over a
trench-raiding party and the next night
over would come Fritz.

“There was a certain part of our
trench nicknamed Denth alley, and the
company which held it was sure to!

eclick 'it hard in ecasualties. In ﬂve'

nights ‘in’ I clicked for three recon-

"noitering patrols.

“John French—he was a lance cor-
poral then—was In charge of our sec-
tion. This was before I went to ma-
chine gunners’ school and transferred
to this outfit. This French certal
was an artist when it came to scout-
ing In No Man's land. He knew every

| inch of the ground out in front, and

was like a cat—he could see in the
dark.

“On the night that he won hls D. G
M. he had been out 'n front with a pa-
trol for two hours, and had just re-
turpned to the fire trench. A sentry
down on'the right of Death alley re
ported a suspiclous noise out in front,
and our captain gave orders for an-
other patrol to ge out and investi-
gate.

“Corporal Hawkins was next on the
list for the job, but, blime me; he sure
had the wind up, and was shaking and
trembling like a dish of jelly.

“A new leftenant, Newall by name,

had just come out from Blighty, and a
pretty fine officer, too. Now, don’t you
chaps think because this chsp was
killed that I say he was a gond offi-
cer, because, dead or alive, you would
have to go a bloomin’ long way 1o get
another man Iske Newall. But this
yvoung leftenant wgs all eagerncss to
get out in front. You see, it wus his
first time over the top. Xa& noticed
that Hawkins was shaky, and so did
French, TIrench went up to the offi-
cer ans said:
. “*‘Sir, Corporal Fiawkins has been
feeling queer for the last couple of
days, and I would deem it a favor if I
cQuld go in his place.

“Now, don't think that Ha“kms was
a coward, because he was not, for the
best of us are liable ic get the ‘shakes’
at times. You know, Hawkins was
killed at La Bassee a couple of months

‘| ago—Xkilled while golng over the top.

“There were seven in this patrol—
Leftenant Newall, Corpora? French, my-
gelf and four more from B company.

“About =sixty yards from Fritz's
trench an old ditch—must have been
the bed of a creek, but at that time
was dry—ran parallel with the Ger-
man barbed wire., Lining the edge of
this ditch was a scrubby sort of hedge
which made a fine hiding place for
a patrol. Why Fritz had not sent out
a working party and done away with
this screen was a mystery to us.

“French leading, followed by Lefien-
ant Newall, myself third, and the rest
trailing behind, we crawled through a
sap under our barbed wire leading out
to a listening post in No Man's land.
We each had three bombs. Newall

carried a revolver—one of ffiose

| Yankee Colts—and his cane. Blime me,

| rifles, bayonets fixed.

Sdveitia wwm

He never went without it. The
rest of us were arm=d with bombs and
We had pre-
viously blackened our bayonets so they
would not shine in the glare of a star
shell.

“Reachipg the listening post French
told us t- wait about five minutes un-
til he returned from a little scouting
trip of his own. When he left, we,

with every nerve tense, listened for his
coming back. We could almeost hesnr
each other's hearis pnmping, but not a
sound around the lisrening post. Sud-
ly a volce, about six feet on my right
‘whispered, ‘All right the way is clear;
foilow me and carry on.’

‘My blood froze in my velns.
was uncanny the way French
proached us without being heard.

“Then, with backs bending low, out
of the listening post we went, in the
direction of the ditch in front of the
German barbed wire. - We reached the
serubby hedge and lay down, about six
feet apart, to listen. French and the
officer were on the right of our line.

About twenty minutes had elapsed
when suddenly, directly in front of the
German wire we could see dark, shad-
owy forms rise from the ground and
move along the -wire. Silhouetted
against the skyline these forms looked
like huge giants, “and took on horrible
shapes. My heart almost stopped beat-
ing. I counted s'xty-two in all, as the
last form faded into the blackness on
my left.

“A whisper came to my ears:
“:‘Don’t move or make a sound, &
strong German raiding party is going
across.’ It was French’s voice. I did
not hear him approach me, nor leave.
Yank, he must have got his training
with the Indians on your great plains
of America!

“I could hear a slight scraping noise
on my right and left.
whole reconnoitering patrol was ly-
ing in a circle, heads in. ¥rench had,
in his noiseless way, given orders for
them to close in on me, and await in-
struetions.

. “Leftenant Newall's voice, in a very
low whisper, came to us:

“‘Boys, the men i our trenches
have received orders not fo fire on ac-
count of our reconnoitering patrol be-
ing out in front. A strong German
raiding party has just circled our left,
and is making for our trench. It's up
to us to send word back. We can't
all go, because we might make too
much noise and warn the German par-
ty, so it’s up to one of us to carry -the
news back to the trench that the raid-
ing party is on its way. With this
information it will be quite easy for
our boys to wipe them out. But its
up to the rest of us to stick gut here,
and if we go west we have done our
duty in a noble ecause. Corporal
French, you had better take the news
back, because you are too valusble a
man to sacrifice.

“Freach, under hia breath,
swered:

“‘Sir, I've been out since Mons, and
this is the first time that I've ever
been insulted by an officer. If this_
trol is going-to ciic lt. l’m

.,.t_.hn-, K_n i

It
ap-

an-

T

-

Pretty soon the |

‘you c'ui ﬁ-y me for lnsofiédience of or-
ders, but bere I stick, and I'll be
damned if I go in, officer or no_ offi-
cer.’

“Newall, in a voice husky wlth
tion, answered:

“*‘French, it's men like you that
make it possible for “our Little Island”
to withstand the world. You are a
true Briton, and I'm proud of you.’

“] was hoping that he would detail

me to go back, but he didn't. Hender-
| €on was picked for the job. When

Henderson left Newall shook hands_

all around. I felt queer and lonely. ”
“You see, fellows, it was this way:
Henderson was to tell the men in the |

it was all right for them to turn loose
on the raiding party with their rifle
and ‘machine gunfire, without us click-
ing their fire. Leftenant Newall spure
was a lad, not 'arf he weren't.

ing was hell.
blackness, over toward

Then, from out of the
our trench,

there? We hugged the ground. We
knew what was coming. Then, a vol-
ley from our trench, and four ‘type-
writers’ (machine guns) turned loose.
Bullets cracked right over our heads.
One hit the ground about a foot from
me, ricocheted, and went moaning and
sighing over the German lines,

“Leftenant Newall sobbed under his
breath:

“:God, we're in direct line of .our
own fire. The trenck-raiaing party
must have circled us.

-“QOur boys in our trench sure were
doing themselves proud. The bullets
were cracking and biting the ground
all sround us.

“In between our trench and our
party, curses rang out in German as
the Boches clicked the fire from the
English trench. Star shells were
shooting into the air and dropping in
No Man’s land. It was a great but
terrible sight which met our eyes.

wiped out.
“Ten or fifteen dark forms, the rem-
nants of the German raiding party,

German trench. We hugged
ground. It was our only chance,

seconds before Fritz turned loose.
we had legged it for our trench we
would have been wiped out by our
own fire. You see, our boys thought
we were safely in.

“Then, up went Fritz’s star lights,
turning night into day, and hell cul
loose. ®™Their bullets were snipping
twigs from the hedge over our heads.

“Suddenly the fellow on my IeTt
MacCauley by name, emitted a muf-
fled groan, and started kicking the
ground; then silence.
west. A bullet through the napper, 1
suppose. There were now five of us
left.

“Suddenly Leftenant Newall, in a
faint, choking voice, exclaimed:

“They've got me, French; it's|
through the Iung,’ and then fainter— |
‘vou're in command. See
His voice died away. Pretty soon he |
started moaning loudly. The Germans |

must have heard these moans, hecauso
i they immediatelv torned their fire on
us. French called to me:
'\“Honne_v, come here, my lad,
officer has clicked it. .
“] crawled over to him. He was
sitting on the ground with the leften-

Oﬂ‘I

getting out his first-aid packet.
told him to get low or he would click
it. He answered:

“Since when does a bloomin’ lance
corporal take orders from a bloody pri-
vate? You tell the rest of the boys, if

back to our trench at the double and
get a stretcher, and you go with them.
This lad of ours has got to get mediecal
attention, and damned quick, too, if we
want to stop this bleeding!

#Just then a German star shell land-
ed about ten feet from us, and in its
white, ghostly light I could see French
sitting like & bloomin’ statue, his hands
covered with blood, trying to make a
tourniquet out of a bandage and his
bayonet.

.- %7 told the restto get in and get the
stretcher. They needed no second
urging, and soon French was left there
alone, sitting on the ground, holding

Holding His Dying Officer’s Head.

his dying officer’s head in his lap. A
pretty picture, I 1 it. He sure was
a man, was French—with the bullets
cracking overhead and kicking up the
dirt around him.” )

Just then Happy butted in with:

“Were you one of the men who went
in for the stretcher?”

Ikey answered: “None of your d—
business. If you blokes want to hear
this story through, don’t interrupt.”

Happy vouchsafed no answer.

“About ten minutes after the fellows
left for the stretcher, French got a bul-
let through the left arm.”

Sailor Bill interrupted here:

“How do you know it was ten min-
utes?”

Ikey blushed and answered:

“French told me when he got back
to the trench. You see, he carried the

officer back fthrough that fire, be-
cause the _stret_t_.':her bearers took too

trench-that we had returned and that

“That next twenty minutes of wait-"

rang thag old familjar ‘’Alt, who goes |

Fritz's raiding party was sure being |

dashed past us in the direcfion of the |
the |
We |
knew that it would only be a few |
I

He had gone|

that—" |

ant’s head resting in his lap, an® Wasi
1

they've not as yet gone west, to leg it

!Lettenant Newall ﬁ be a aj::tootc'. ¢
.and no- lightweight. You see, he had

at one time been in command of my
‘platoon at the training depot in Eng-
land.

Tkey answered: *

pip, and you can all bloomin’ well go
to h—,” and he shut up like a clam.
Hungry Foxcroft got up and silently
withdrew from our circle. In about
ten minutes he returned, followed by;
& ‘tall, fair-haired corporal who wore
a little strip of gold braid on the left
sleeve of his tunie, denoting that he
had been onece wounded, and also wordé
a little blue and red ribbon on the left
breast of his tunic, the field insignia of
the Distinguished Conduct medal.
. Hungry, in triumph, brought him
into our circle and handed him a fag,
which he lighted in the flame from the

gry introduced him to us:
“Boys, I want you to meet Corporal
French.” -

Ikey got red and was trying to ease
out of the candle light, when Salilor
Bill Q‘abbed him by the tunic and held
him.

Then Hungry Foxcroft ca.rrled on:

“French I'm going to ask you a
mighty personal question, and I know
you'll answer it. How in h— did you,

Newall back from that reconnoitering
patrol?”

French grew a iittle red, and an-
swered :

““Well, you see, boys, it was this way.
Honney and I stuck out there with
him, and, taking the slings from our
rifles, Honney made a sort of rope
which he put around my shoulder and
under the arm of the leftenant, and
Honney, getting -the leftenant by the
legs, we managed to get him into the
trench. You know, I got a D. C. M. out
of the affair, because I was the cor-
poral in charge. Damned unfair, I
call it, because they only handed Hon-
ney the Military medal, but if the true
facts were known he was the bloke
who deserved, not a D, C. M,, but a V.
C. (Victoria Cross).”

We all turned in Honney’s direction.
Bill, in his interest, had released his
hold on Honney's tunic and Henney
had disappeared.

Happy asked French if the leftenant
had died in No Man’'s land.

French, with tears in his eyes, an-
swered :

“No, but the poor lad went west
after we got him to the first-aid dress-
ing station, and mext day we buried

him in the little cemetery at Fromeh
les. He sure done his bit, all right,
blime me, and here I am, bloomin’ well
swankin’ with a ribbon on my chest.”

A dead silence fell on the crowd.
Each one of us was admiring the mod-
esty of those two real- men,” French
and Honney.

But such is the way in the English
| army—the man who wins the medal al-
ways says that the other fellow de-
served it.

And @ermany is still wondering why
| they cannot smash through the Eng-
{ lish lines,

WHEN YOU' SUFFER
' FROM RHEUMATISM

.1

Almost any man will tell you
that Sloan’s Liniment
means relief

For practically ever?r man has used
it who has suffered from rheumatic
aches, soreness of muscles, stiffness of
joints, the results of weather exposure.
Women, too, by the hundreds of
%&mbl;dcis, use 1:1_21” rehezlk neuritis,
e neuralgia, si e.
Clean, refreshmg, soothmg economlcal,
’y effective. “Sloan’s Linis

to your drugglst Get it today.

Sloans

. L1n1mp11f
IK3l1ls Pain

Dorn’t be fooled all
onc::e fake

_ We Manufacture
“Liberty” Corn
Meal

it is the best made. Try it.
Jobbers of

candle on the mess tin, and then Hun-
;

Ha,G;am',andall‘kindspi_

“Well, you blokes give nie the proper ||

He shook hands with all the boys. ||

hit in the left arm, bring Leftenant |-

.your wants in geod m

animals, haying: w 3
for a weekly shipment.of §
horses and mules bough!'. E g
with an eye to lo‘.al require-

ments. Mules % ’cla.lty

AYDLETT & SMITH

200 N. Pomdexter St.
pD13-4t,

> -

LOOK!

A spotted mirror is an eyesa
to the neat and well @ppear g
room, then too it is- not service-
able. Send it to me, Imlﬁ
mirrors for every purpose and
re-silver old ones. All work
guaranteed.

A. C. COLLINS,

433 Harney Street
Elizabeth City, N. C.

pN1-3mo.

~.

FOR SALE !
OR LEASE ON SHARES -

One of the finest and
most productive farms in
North Carolina. Situated
1 mile from Fairfield, in
Hyde county, -facing Lake |
Mattamuskeet. © Southern |,
exposure makes it a desir-
able home winter or suni-
mer, for one wishing to
farm for a profit. The soil _
is adapted to and yields -
large returns from all creps.
About 147 acres in ail, 108"
zleared. “

This farm for sale.

Or will lease on shares to ex-
perienced farmer who can ‘fin- .
ance his own crop.

Dr.J.D. Hathaway
Elizabeth City, N. C.~

|

COUNTRY PEOPLE

Are cardially invited to

make the

ALKRAMA THEATRE
headquarters while in tc‘w'vh--
Saturday afternoons. Leave
your bundles at our office;
use our phone. And if you
want to see a good show,
we run a specially good one

every Saturday afternoon.

ALKRAMA THEATRE

WHEN IN ELIZABETH

CITY ‘

GO TO THE

CAROLINA
HOTEL

FOR YOUR DINNER
Cor. Water & Mathews su

Reyular Dmmr-, Evorythmg in=
cluded, 50c

GOOD SBERVICE—GOOD FOOD

Can take a few regular boarders.

Head-aches, _Ey'a-achas,',
Nervousness, are all symp-
_toms of eye-strain and can %
easlly be remedied by pgo-ptr ﬁ"" a
perly fittec glasses. :




